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TO MRS. BOYD

Washington, Feb. ipth, Wednesday. 1834
.... Diverging as I have to other subjects, the
idea of poor Dr. Sftevens]1 has not for a moment been
absent from my mind, pray write soon again and tell
me how he supports his affliction. Perhaps I more sen-
sibly feel it, from that preparation of the mind for such
impressions, produced by the death of Mr. Wirt. He
died yesterday. Most solemnly have I felt this affect-
ing event. He never recovered from the loss of his
dear daughter Agnes. His whole system was shaken by
it. His mind detached earthly interests and eagerly
and ardently fixed on heavenly. Preparation for the
awful event which has 'now taken place, has been his
chief business for the last two years. On one Sabbath
he attended public worship, on the next he was on his
dying bed. His daughter, Mrs. Randal, died about a
month ago. I have not heard how Mrs. Wirt is sup-
ported under this sore affliction. Never were any couple
united by a fonder or stronger affection. Such a man
could not but be loved with ardent and exclusive af-
fection. Great, good, amiable beyond his fellows, kind
and loving in his disposition, frank, gentle and cordial
in his manners, he could not be known without being
loved. I was last evening reading over some pages he
had written in my book of souvenirs, on the eve of his
leaving Washington. The reflection there traced suited
the occasion and what he said of his departed friends
and the vain pursuits of life, applied to him so forcibly,
that I felt as if though dead, he still spoke, as if I heard
his voice. ...

1 Alexander Hodgson Stevens, a great surgeon in New York.   There
